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Guarded 


Author's Notes: 
Please let me know what you guys think! Finished this one laaaate at night on a whim. I've been working with 
their out-of-character lives which | find endlessly interesting since they\'re so private. :) 


‘Sometimes..," Ralph began softly, thumb idly stroking the curve between Russ's neck and shoulder, "I'm not 
sure who l'm speaking to when I'm with you. It's like you've become Satchel. You're arrogant, guarded. | just 
want the real Russ back, okay?" 


They were in their hotel room, the venue they were playing that evening right across the street. Ralph had 
decided it was a good idea to make another attempt at picking Russ's brain with only half an hour until sound 


check. 


"The real me?" Russ snorted, though this tore at his self-confidence. He felt himself caving in. He wanted to 


break down. But still he stood strong. 


"The kind, compassionate guy who is genuinely fun to be around," Ralph explained, moving his thumb to Russ's 


jaw. "The one who thinks before he speaks. The one who apologizes when he gets hotheaded" 

Russ remained silent, unsure how to respond. His body was on edge due to the intimate way Ralph was 
regarding and touching him. He was used to Ralph being a very hands-on person, but it was like all of his 
nerves were focused on that one area Ralph touched. 

"| just want my friend back," Ralph said, dropping his hand and leaving it at rest on Russ's chest. 

"| don't know what you're talking about...” 

Ralph looked like he was losing his patience. He stiffened. 

"Russ, you know exactly what I'm talking about. See, there's Satchel again. Being an ignorant prick ---." 

"Hey, shut up!" Russ shouted quickly, causing Ralph to draw his hand back. "Maybe | am a fucking ignorant 
prick! Maybe that's just who | am. Maybe you're realizing it for the first time because you never wanted to 
see it before! But now you just want to find ways to criticize me!" 

‘Ive only been criticizing you because you're acting this way!" Ralph defended. "You never used to be like this! | 
think the touring is getting to your head, man. We've finally gained a little success, everything we've dreamed 
of. We can finally make a living off of this shit, and you're just pissed because people don't want you for who 
YOU are. We're not famous for Ralph and Russell. We're famous for Michael and Satchel. Yet again someone 
else is living YOUR dream of becoming a real rock star." 

Russ seethed, biting his tongue to keep from screaming useless profanities. 

"So now you hide behind Satchel, wanting to become him, so you don't have to look at yourself and think you're 
a failure! Embarrassing, huh? People don't want you, they want this idiot you created to make them laugh. 
They don't care about you. They care about your ACT. And now YOU can't even tell the difference!" 

Russ clenched his fists, muscles flexing. 

"tm right, aren't |?" Ralph prodded. 

"You think you know everything about me, don't you? What, do you want to help me write my autobiography, 
since you are an expert on everything ME? Well, fuck you, Ralph, because you don't know shit. Maybe the 
fame has gotten to YOUR head, but how do you know it has anything to do with why I'm so different all of a 


sudden?" Somehow, Russ only felt worse after spitting out all those words. 


He waited for a spur-of-the-moment senseless insult to fuel his fire. He wanted to fight so he could walk 
away with some dignity. 


"See, you admitted that you're acting different!" Ralph said smartly, making Russ seethe further. "Russ, admit 


it. | know you better than most people." 


"You know shit-all," Russ spat. He turned and slumped on one of the chairs situated in the corner of their 
hotel room, staring hard out the foggy window. That turned out to be a bad move, because Ralph backed him 
up. He placed a hand on either arm of the chair so Russ was trapped And pressed his face close, dipping his 


head to look into the brunette's eyes. 
"Get the fuck out of my face." 

"Tell me what's eating you." 

"lim not kidding." 


"We can't continue to function this way if you're going to keep shit from mel” Ralph finally lost his composure, 
shouting, arms moving and finding harsh placement on Russ's strong shoulders, wanting to shake sense into 
him. 


"You're acting like we're married!" Russ growled, Ralph finally in the place he wanted. That could be the last 
straw, that could be his excuse. His excuse to shove Ralph back, hard, so the man stumbled. The blonde would 
have caught himself had the bed not caught him first, and he fell back onto it. He quickly went to get onto his 
feet, but Russ was too fast, and was on him. They wrestled furiously, Ralph rolling over, trying to use his 
weight to his advantage. He sat on Russ and pinned him down by his wrists. 


Russ struggled, but not much. Because he was right where he wanted to be. Well, he had a different 
preference on who ought to be dominant, but he couldn't change that at the moment. He let Ralph pin him, 


because that touch that sometimes drove him into seeing red also drove him wild. 


Ralph opened his mouth to say something, but Russ spoke first, before he could change his mind and think 
straight. 


"You want to know why I've been acting so different around you?" A thousand voices in Russ's head were 
telling him ‘No! Don't say anything! You're going to look like a fool! but to Russ, the whole situation was now or 
never, and now seemed the most appropriate time. To make Ralph eat his words, and to make Ralph lose his 
composure completely, was something Russ thrived on. He got off deeply on breaking the confident man down, 


and this would be the most impressive way to do it for sure. 

"Tell me." 

Russ now wondered if he should explain Should he have a pre-story to narrate his ways, or should he just be 
upfront and let Ralph mull over the details? He decided on the latter. Because it would be faster, he could get 


it over with, he wouldn't chicken out. 


"m in love with..." He choked. "Nevermind." 


The big brown eyes staring back at him got even bigger. Ralph's grip softened. 


"Come on, tell mel” the singer pressed, leaning harder on him, the proximity of their faces becoming 


unavoidably noticeable. 


Now their position felt wrong. Too intimate. Russ wanted to tell him, but not in this way. No, maybe he could 
find a different time to tell him, one that would be more appropriate. 


Fuck, he was just making excuses again, like every opportunity before that. 


He opened his mouth, to try again, but he couldn't speak. Had he lost the capability to make noise? He tried 


pushing air through his voice box. He let out some sort of half-word, then became cowardly again. 
"Get the fuck off me." Well, that had come out easily enough. 


Ralph did get off. But not first without a very frustrated shove and the most bitter, depressing look of 


disappointment Russ had ever seen grace his face. 


Ralph grabbed the room key and his artist pass, glancing mournfully one last time at Russ, as though he had 


been defeated in an impossible war. 

"See you at sound check in 15." 

He left, shutting the door quietly. 

Russ still lay there on the bed, feeling, knowing, he'd missed his chance. If ever the moment had been destined, 
it had been then, and Russ had fucked it up. Just like all the other times. Except this time, Russ knew he would 


never be able to make up for it. 


"| think l'm in love with you," he whispered, shutting his eyes. 


